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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PaRTy ON THE Spor. 

Wednesday.—I daresay a great many things are going on some- 
where or other, but where I am there is nothing thought of but the 
elections. We rise up with elections, live all day in elections, sit 
up all night with elections, and go to bed with elections. We have 
them for breakfast, luncheon, and dinner. We dress in them, 
bathe in them, breathe with them, and I wonder,we’re not buried 
in them—perhaps we are. 





OCCUPATIONS. 
In other lands they’re getting born 
(An act we don’t disparage), | 
Or mending boots, or grinding corn, 
Or giving way to marriage, 
Or setting up their sons in life 
(Now don’t suppose I’m sneering), | 
Or playing tunes upon the fife— 
But I’m electioneering. 
Just managed to get over to Paris and dine with the] International 
Railway Congress, however. 

Thursday.—In the few odd moments I could spare from the 
elections went and saw Earl Granville respectably married, ran 
down for the Jockey Club Stakes and saw Diamond Jubilee make 
the wrong sort of animal of himself, looked in on the show of 
British grown fruit at the Crystal Palace, had a peep at the | 
Tailors and Cutters’ Association’s show of tailor-made garments, 
dined with Lord Hopetoun at the Edinburgh Music Hall, and took 
Mark Twain to make a speech at the opening of the Kensal Rise 
Reading Room. 





PREOCCUPATION. 
The Earl*of Granville takes a bride, 
Mark Twain goes mt bg 
And British fruit is shown with pride 
(Competitors defying), 
And Diamond Jubilee’s disgraced, | 
The Tailors’ show’s appearing, 
To Hopetoun’s banquet others haste— 
But I’m electioneering. 

Friday.—Just had time to rush the Shah off to Vienna (where, 
despite all attempts to choke him off, nothing would satisfy him 
but a ballet—and J don’t blame him)—got along for the review at 
Komati Poort in honour of the British soldiers and the Portugese 
King’s birthday—and a quarter of an hour with the automaton 
orchestra. 

AUTO-MUSICAL. 
With cymbals, ’cello, flute, and drum, 

In solemn orchestration, 

A lot of auto-mata come 

Intent upon sensation ; 
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With ’cello, cymbals, drum, and flute, 
And bearing, slot, and gearing, 


The life-size dummies evolute 
But J’ electioneering. 


Saturday.—Hear (between whiles) that the Ashanti rebels are 


not quite done with yet—ran over, told Lord Roberts he’d been 
made Commander-in-Chief, and said ‘‘ Hooray!’’; saw the Black- 
burn Rovers beat Bury (much to everybody's surprise) ; 
helped to elect Alderman Green Lord Mayor; had a_ look 


at the Photographic Society’s photographs at the New Gallery, and 
saw about annexing half-a-dozen islands in the South Pacific 
Ocean for Her Most Gracious. We do annex, don’t we? 


STRIKING ISLE, 


Our taste for annexation 
Is getting quite terrific, 
We've gone, in this connection, 
Into the South Pacific ; 
Six islands, ‘‘ as requested,” 
We have been commandeering— 
You may be interested, 
But I’m electioneering. 


Monday.—First clection returns—more exciting than ever! 
Can think of nothing else, even while seeing to the final 
rehearsal for the Birmingham Festival (‘* Hooray! Vote for 
Chamberlain and the other Unionist Johnnies!), or seeing the 
Medical Schools properly opened, or settling B.P.as head of the 
Transvaal Police, or taking the Shah to Constantinople (pulling 
down houses and things so as people shan’t see him meet the 
Sultan), forgot all about pheasant shooting (shan’t go until the 
week after next), and attended the Toynbee Hall re-opening 
conversazione as in a dream. 


Tuesday.—In the thick of it! Getting very exciting. Ups and 
downs all over the place, but Unionism in the ascendant. Took 
H.R.H. from Mar Lodge to Glenmuick and told him to look after 
the pheasants while I looked after the elections, Heard casually 
that somebody’s been robbing the Vatican. 


VAT-I-CAN’T AND VAT-I-CAN. 


The Vatican’s lately been robbed ; 
Some say it was privately jobbed. 

The statement is not very cheering, 
The thing is with mystery fraught, 
They say ‘‘he’’ will never be caught 

(And that is what 2 have been fearing). 
Whoever the rascal may be 
I’m certain it couldn’t be me— 

For I’ve been elec-ti-o-neering ! 

THE SPOTTER. 
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Wife of Liberal Candidate.-— And were there many people at the meeting last night, Mr. McDowdle ?”’ 


A Chance for the Anti-Krugerite. 


[To-day (October 9th) a pipe and silk hat, formerly owned 


King Street, Covent Garden. 


THERE be Stephen's hat and pipe for sale 
In the auction room of Stevens ; 
And whosoever ‘gainst the pale 
Poor Paul has still a grievance 
Should be into that auction room 
(With cash in hand) a dropper, 
And strive to nab the pipe of Oom, 
And cop the Dopper’s topper. 

For, when these relics he has got, 
Then, then, his soul’s resentment 
’Gainst Kruger he may wreak, I wot, 
E’en to his heart’s contentment ! 


The tile which Oom, in olden days, 
Did to protect each curl use, 

The purchaser (with eyes ablaze) 
May take into the purlieus 

Of his backyard each morn, and make 
A football on't, persuading 

Himself that he (for vengeance sake) 
Is Kruger’s self degrading ! 


Mr. Mc Dowdle.—‘* Well, no; not as many as I expected. But I never thought there would be!” 


hy 


Stephen Paul Kruger, will be sold at auction by Mr. Stevens, of 
38, 











For—next to kicking man or boy 
Who’s of your soul a griever 
The greatest joy’s the proxy-joy 
Of punching his long-sleever ! 





Then Kruger’s pipe, if right I judge, 
Will prove a real tip-topper 

For ‘‘ feeding fat the ancient grudge ”’ 
He bears against the Dopper. 


When, in his sanctum, with some smart 


Imperialist he’s joking, 

Let him produce that pipe, and start 
His friend therefrom a-smoking, 

Pretending that the “curio ’’ came 
From China, Cruz, or Congo— 

And naming not old Kruger’s name 
Til . . his pal’s been puffing 


You ask how this will glut his spleen ? 
Doesn’t the truth flash through yer 


That, when his comrade finds he’s been 


Smoking a pipe of Kruger— 
Of Kruger, whom his spirit loathes— 
That comrade, waxing frantic, 


Will tear his hair, and rend his clothes, 


And dance with fiendish antic ? 
And then the buyer of Kruger’s pipe, 

Watching his pranks astutely, 
Will feel it’s heavenly to out-wipe 

Old scores ’gainst ’Oom so ’cutely ! 















long, O! 
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A Valuable Article of 


Dress. 


rA tailor’s apprentice shot at his 
master’s wife, but the steel in her corset 
stopped the bullet, and probably saved 
her life. | 
A corset will sometimes improve 
A figure when too full. It 
Also is of greatest value 
When it stays a bullet ! 














a 


Like all Babies. 


rAt St. John’s Church, Stratford, a 
child has been christened ‘‘ Khaki.’’] 


You might wonder whether this 
“ Khaki” 

Is a fair infant, or a darkie. 

I should say, the little feller 

Is, without a doubt, a yeller! 


| 
| 
= | 
} 











Nansen Eclipsed. 


WHEN dauntless Nansen started for the 
North, 
Failure was waiting for him at the 
goal ; 
But here, when the elector fareth forth, 
‘Tis easy odds that he will find the 
poll! 





_ — 





Labouchere’s Great- 
Grandfather. 


(‘‘ Mr. Labouchere’s great-grandfather 
was a Dutch banker. This may explain 
Mr. Labouchere’s pro-Dutch proclivi- 
ties.” — Vide Press. ] 


Peruaps the ghost of his great-grand-dad 
Appeared to him at the poll, 

And whispered language silly and mad, 
And his spirit entered his soul ! 


Mr. 








Breakers on the Lee. 


[A correspondent points out in the 
Globe that the first syllable of Li Hung 
Chang's name is pronounced as “ Lee.’’ | 


SINCE storm and tempest oft we see 
Break over China’s acres, 

It is not strange that Li is ‘‘ Lee,”’ 
For round him roar the breakers ! | 





~~. 









Servant. 


ac 
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Parliamentary Election Canvasser. 
“No, he isn’t; but it is no use your coming, because my master | 


know as how he is a Conservatory.” 
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“Ts your master within 





Big Ben Back to Business. 
(Our Attic Wit tells of his dejection during the weeks when the 


loud-tongued mouth of the huge Westminster horologe was ‘‘ closed 


for alterations.’’] 


Sri through my system the life-blood gushed ; 

Still to my brain-pan the fancies rushed ; 

But the journalist’s fervour and force were crushed 
In me, o’er my foolscap glooming. 

I handled, yet plied not, my anxious pen: 

Because (like “‘ the sound of a grand Amen ”’) 

I was reft of the sound of my friend Big Ben, 
With his quarterly, hourly booming! 


Can habit be Second Nature? Yes! 
Else why should I own, with acute distress, 





That the silence of Ben unto emptiness 
Of brain has your bard been dooming? 


In the Silly Season we’ve been regaled 
By the usual crop of * tall tales ”’ retailed ; 
Yet, deprived of the boom of Big Ben, I've failed 
Those a. 4 booms in booming! 
r 


But they tell us {t's never too late to mend : 
And, now that my big chfonometrical friend 
Doth again to mine ears his incitement send, 

I again have a brain that’s blooming ! 
So, whene’er I the humorous pith extract 
From Dead Season Booms, by my Muse attacked, 
Pray attribute the fact to the glorious fact 

That Big Ben is once more a-booming ! ! 











Tue Loxpon Sxkercu CLus.—The Private View of the Fifth 
Exhibition of Sketches by the Members of The London Sketch 
Club will be held on Saturday, 13th instant, at the Modern Gallery, 
175, Bond Street, W., and the Exhibition will be open to the Public 
m the 15th to the 27th instant inclusive 
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Volunteer Captain.—“‘ Here. Hi! you, sir, officer, salute, sir; officer demme, sir, 


Her Majesty’s Service.” 


Private Murphy (invalided home).—‘ Ah, Captain, now J humbly beg spardon; it’s 
in the cyarnival I thought you was, shure enough.” 


Triumphant. 
SALISBURY: — 


How goes the fight, Sir Herald ’ 
How strives our braggart foe 
Where mighty hordes 
Of gallant swords 
Are pressing to and fro? 
How fights the Lord of Mallwood ? 
That Falstaff Prince of Wales, 
Whose hopes forlorn 
Are overborne; 
Who boasts although he fails. 
How fights the pious Morley ? 
How fights the gallant Perks ? 
Though high his aixn 
I fear his game 
Is more of faith than works. 
Doth Primrose, like Achilles, 
Remain at home to-day ? 
Or has he come 
With roll of drum 
To join this final fray ? 
How goes the fight, Sir Herald ? 
Pray, shall we hold our own? 
Or shall we weep 
While others reap 
The harvest we have sown ? 


OHAMBERLAIN :— 
Your enemies are failing. 
Their big battalions melt— 





Though Mallwood’s Lord 
With traitor’s sword 
| Still hits below the belt. 
Afar the pious Morley 
Still leads a hope forlorn, 
Although his flag 
Is but a rag 
All patched and/soiled and torn. 
I hear the shout of Primrose, 
He leads a fierce attack, 
But, lo, his shout, 
His colleagues flout, 
And Harcourt answers back. 
The red rads all are flying, 
The Labour Leaders fail— 
While cant and fad 
Are feeling bad, 
And Little-Briton’s wail. 
My lord, their end is nearing, 
Their doom is drawing nigh— 
And soon you’ll hear 
Those words of cheer :— 
“ They fly! They fly! They fly!” 


SALISBURY :— 


How goes the day, Sir Herald ? 
For, oh, I fret and chafe 
Until I know 
From home-bred foe 
My native land is safe. 
Shall we be ruled by Labby ? 
Oppressed by Dr. Clark ? 














For, woe is me, 
If that should be 
Our prospects all are dark. 
But, oh, my bold retainers 
Will crush their wicked plan— 
And they will save 
Our banner brave 
From two-faced Bannerman. 
“ For England and for Empire! ” 
My war-cry has been heard— 
And far and wide 
My knights replied 
With martial ardour stirred ! | 
How goes the day, Sir Herald ? | 
Pray shall we leave the fight | 
A broken host— | 
While traiters boast 
That wrong can vanquish right? 


CHAMBERLAIN :— 


The day, my lord,.is ours, 

With us they cannot vie— 
Their strongholds fall, 
From tower and wall 

Their warders turn and fly! 

The towns they held have fallen, 
Their fortresses still yield, 
And, spite their boast, 
A scattered host 
Runs madly from the field. | 
Great Britain gazing proudly | 

Across the circling sea— | 
Knows well her needs— | 
And guards the seeds 

Of Empires yet to be. 

And as her distant children 

Still wish her to be great— 
Be great she must ; 

And she must thrust 
The traitors from her gate. 
To you she gave the mandate, 

Men rallied at your cry— 

Our land arose— 
Behold our foes ! 
They fly, they fly, they fly! 
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Our Commander-in-Chief. 


Now he’s our Commander-in-Chief 
The nation’s great heart with Joy 
throbs, 
Though, doubtless, our foes will feel 
grief— 
The Crown well knows the worth of 
‘* Bobs ”’! 


Our ‘‘ Bobs’ a “‘ man of metal is, 
Yet gifted with a tender heart, 
He'll stand, unmoved, where bullets 
whiz, 
Or in succouring pain take part. 


When in Africa Boers us caught, 
And defeat seemed us to enshroud, 
It was our gallant “Bobs” that 

- brought 
‘‘ A silver lining to the cloud”! 


“‘ Bobs ” is indeed of sterling worth, 
He knows how to both fight aud 
plan, 
No better soldier’s on the earth; 
We'd change him for no other man: 


———— 









































Mr, Winston Churchill. 


Pernaps he thought the fight uphill, 
And maybe that Churchill felt 2//, 
Now Runciman’s left in the lurch—wel! 


Let us hope that Churchill feels Church- 
well ! 
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TRIUMPHANT ! 


SALISBURY (GENERAL).—‘ HOW GOES IT?” es 
JOE (HERALD).—“ WE’RE SWEEPING OPPOSITION CLEAN 
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AWAY!” 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 116.) 
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The “Fun” Club. 
SEVENTEENTH MEETING. 


Tux elections being nearly over, a good many pro-Boers dropped 
into the club for a rest, having been unable to secure a decent seat 
anywhere, although they had all been standing for some consider- 
able time. The doorkeeper, however, had been given strict 
instructions, so as they dropped in he quietly but firmly dropped 
them out again with a drop-kick which he had been famous for in 
the football fields of his youth. They thought ‘the ball was at 
their feet,” so did he, and the result was one goal to a feeble “‘ try.” 
As they departed, however, he relented a little, and mentioned 
that there was a “Home” at Battersea for the likes of 
them, and that they might be able to get into the lethal 
chamber if they asked nicely. So they departed asking 
if free speech was a dead letter, in a language that ought to be 
dead even if it isn’t. Fun, of course, is great upon freedom and all 
that, and the club is practically open to the world, but the line 
must be drawn somewhere, so a distinguished artist had been 
instructed to draw it, and he naturally drew it at a certain kind of 
pro-Boer that we need not particularise. Sir William Harcourt 
managed, however, to get in, on assuring the protesting janitor 
that he was a Reformer by nature, and an Imperialist at election 
times. Sir Henry Campbell Bannerman came in a Union Jack 
waistcoat, surmounted by a cap of liberty, and humming “ The 
Soldiers of the (Jueen"’ to the tune of the ‘‘ Marseillaise’’ passed in as 
a Hearts of Oak chipped off the old original block that was once used 
for the encouragement of Little Englanders on Tower Hill. 
A gang of roughs left over from the Battersea, Bermondsey, 
and Southwark elections arrived in a rather dusty condition, 
so Fun ordered them to be carefully dusted down with a knuckle- 
duster, and removed to the various prisons, where Radicals of 
their way of thinking are generally incarcerated. Mr. Winston 
Churchill received quite an ovation, and was the Lion of the 
Evening, and a British Lion at that; and it was generally agreed 
that while journalism was represented in the House by a Churchill, 
the cheap and spiteful witticisms (?) of a Birrell would not be 
missed. The conversation was naturally mostly of an electioneer- 
ing type and reminiscence was the order of the day. 

‘‘Ah, Harcourt,” said Mr. Chamberlain grasping his great 
(physically) rival warmly by the hand, ‘‘ How are you? How’s the 
Celtic Fringe? How’s Local Option, eh?” 

‘‘Sir,” said the stalwart of his Party, ‘‘ we are going——. 

‘Surely not going to retire ?’’ cried the Orchidculturist. 

‘No, sir,’’ retorted the last of the Plantagenets. ‘‘ We are going 
strong and well. We bide our time?” 

“Very good of you, I’m sure! ’’ said the Colonial Secretary, ‘* but 
what was that you said about ‘ my beautiful eye’?” 

‘‘T said—that, as the French would say, you imagined that our 
soldiers fought, and our colonies rallied, all for the beautiful eye of 
Mr. Chamberlain,” said Sir William severely. 

“Ha! ha!" laughed Mr. Chamberlain, “not bad. Not bad at 
all. So they did. Bless ’em!” 

‘* You'llexcuse me interrupting,” said the Laureate with a gracious 
smile, ‘‘ But I have here a poem on the subject, which I shall have 
much pleasure in reciting. I call it:— 


” 


‘Att My (BEAUTIFUL) Eye. 


“Sir William’s indignant, Sir William is wild— 
And he says that the public is being beguiled, 

To imagine our soldiers the world will defy 

For the sake of Joe Chamberlain’s beautiful eye ! 


‘Sir William declares that this view is quite wrong ; 
That he cannot denounce it in language too strong. 
‘ Not for Joe,’ is his motto—he lands his reply 

Like one in ‘ Joe Chamberlain's beautiful eye.’ 


‘‘ Our soldiers he swears are good Liberals all— 

That the England they love is the England that’s small— 
He says when our Tommies come back by and bye, 

They will want to black Chamberlain's beautiful eye. 


‘* But we all know Sir William with cudgels he’ll play, 
But he doesn’t quite mean it—it’s only his way— 

And he knows (though to hide it, of course, he will try) 
There’s no green in Joe Chamberlain's beautiful eye. 


‘“* But when he is speaking he puffs and he blows— 

And for his opponents he frantic’ly goes— 

But hard words break no bones, and that’s possibly why 
There's a wink in Joe Chamberlain's beautiful eye. 


* Still the men who write letters to Great Britain's foes— 
And the men who talk treason—well—under the rose 

And the men who Imperial deceptions would try 7 

All desire to escape from Joe’s beautiful eve!” — 














‘“H’m,” muttered Sir William, ‘“‘if I couldn’t have foung a& 
better Laureate than that I would have eaten a leek.”’ ‘ 

‘I’m surprised that you should refer in such a way to the Welsh 
Emblem,” said Mr. Balfour. 

‘A slip of the tongue,” said Sir William. ‘“I’ye had it in my 
cheek—— ”’ 

“T like your cheek,” murmured Lord Rosebery. 

‘IT say,” repeated the great Welshman, ‘I’ve had it in my cheek 
so often lately that it slips all over the place!” 

“That was rather an unwise thing you said about the Labour 
Representatives, wasn’t it?” said Mr. Chaplain, setting his eye. 
glass at a Chamberlain elevation. 

“T think not,” said the great Demagogue. ‘I was speaking to 
working men at the time, and they understand, bless you; the 
working men are not the fools people imagine. Why, I and my 
family have been returned by the working classes for years! ’’ 

‘“‘T see your point,” said the great Squire. ‘The agricul. 
tural labourer is also a very clever fellow, very clever, when you 
know him. But I’ll tell you what I think. The good points of the 
masses are only to be seen through an eye-glass.” And the two 
monocularists dug each other in the ribs and chuckled with 


delight. 
‘‘T don’t know,” said Lord Rosebery. ‘‘ When I was on the 
County Council——”’ 


‘‘T know,” said Lord Salisbury, ‘ all the geese were swans.”’ 

“Very likely,” retorted the Too Karly or Imperial Primrose, 
“ Very likely. How’s your family? But what I meant to convey 
was this; the leaders of the working classes have their points.” 

“They have,” said Campbell-Bannerman, ‘‘and they don’t 
forget to stick them into you either in season and out.” 

“Oh, the working men make great M.P.’s,’”’ said Mr. Kipling. 
‘T should have thought anyone would have noticed their wisdom, 
I did a bit of verse on the subject. I call it :— 


‘LILIES OF THE ALLEY. 


‘‘What? Labour Members are not wise ? 
You think they’re almost ‘ sillies ’? 
Why—in my philosophic eyes, 
They’re hynian-nature’s lilies ! 
Thoy toil not, neither do they spin— 
But, Providence consenting, 
They sit upon the seats they win 
When labour representing. 

Their tools lie rusting on their shelves, 
They cease from all their labours ; 
And so I think they prove themselves 

Much wiser than their neighbours.” 
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Flower Girl (to lady who has just bought a sixpenny flower and 
has given a threepenny piece, one penny, three halfpennies, and (wo 
farthings).—‘‘Oh! won’t your ma be angry when she finds you 
have broken into your money box.” 
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“Talking of the People,” said Mr. Fordham, the magistrate, 
« they are forcing their way up, they really are. You should hear 
how they talk to me!”’ 

« Yes, you must hear a little language at times,”’ said Lord Rose- 
bery. 

ott is not exactly that—but the little things they resent, you 
know,” replied Mr. Fordham. ‘Why, the other day I simply called 
a servant, an ordinary domestic servant, ‘Mary Ann,’ and she said 
it wasn’t her name!” 

‘¢And was it?’’ said Mr. Balfour. 

«« How should I know ?”’ retorted the magistrate. 
that all servants were Mary Anns.” 

“ There’s an idea for a music hall song, Austin,” said Mr. William 
Watson. 

“Sir!” screamed the Laureate, ‘‘ how dare you! ” 

‘‘ Watson’s quite right,’”’ said Mr. Robert Buchanan. ‘“ Let me 
write the songs of a country, and let who will make the Laws. 
I shall seriously think of that Idea, Watson. I shall call it ‘ What’s 
in a Name,’ and treat it in this kind of way:— 


“ T imagined 


mune There’s a funny little story that is going round the town, 
ert How a clever British slavey took a learned lawyer down. 

#——" His collapse was unexpected, but decisive and complete, 

six, For he seemed to think a Rose by any name would smell as 
sweet. 

gue Now, Mary Ann!’ with jaunty air the magistrate began— 

+,’ But the lady swiftly told him that she wasn’t Mary Ann! 


‘‘ Chorus, gentlemen !— 
‘‘Oh, she might have been Evadne, or Evangeline, or Jane, 
A Gwendoline, a Mandoline, or possibly Elaine ! 
Oh, it’s rough upon a lady when a naughty, horrid man 
Seems to take it quite for granted that her name is Mary Ann!” 


“TI should certainly publish that,’ said Mr. Swinburne; ‘‘it is 
worthy of you, indeed it is, and, sung by a Lion Comique at a third- 
rate music hall on a Bank Holiday, it would do you credit !”’ 

‘‘ By the bye,” said Mr. Balfour, ‘‘ that was a funny remark of 
Bannerman’s the other day about the Liberal Party.” 

“ What was that?” said Lord Lansdowne. 

“Why, he said that people had been saying that there were 
differences in the Liberal Party—and he added that, of course, there 
were; it wouldn’t be the Liberal Party if there were not.”’ 

“True,” said Lord Salisbury. ‘But I don’t think he meant 
what he said; he rarely does. For infelicitous bon mots, commend 
me to Bannerman.” 


‘‘T put the phrase into verse,’’ said the Laureate. ‘I call it :— 


‘‘ BANNERMAN’S EXPLANATION; OR, A DIFFERENCE A 
‘* DISTINCTION. 
‘¢ We have within the Lib’ral fold, 
The ‘ Union’ trade-destroyer, 
We have the agitator bold, 
We've also the employer. 
We blend the gay, convivial peer 
With Chadband-Stiggins Sniffer— 
And so I think, it’s pretty clear, 
We naturally differ ! 


‘We differ on our ‘ programs’ and 
On morals and opinion— 

Some Lib rals think Expansion grand, 
And some dislike Dominion. 

But though we’ve all our special lights, 
Our special airs and graces— 

As one the Liberal Party fights 
For perquisites and places.”’ 


No sooner had the Laureate finished than Sir Henry stepped 
forward and offered to say what he did mean—but before the first 
word had left his lips the audience had fled. 


Splendid March of the Guards’ Brigade. 
FROM ORANGE RIVER STATION TO KOMATI POORT, 
SOUTH AFRICAN CAMPAIGN. 


AT strong Komati Poort six scouts appear’d, 

Who cried, * This town surrender’d now must be!" 
At each end of the bridge ‘twas greatly fear'd 

A “ Long Tom” in position they might see. 


But no opposing force whate’er was found 
By our now famous General Pole-Carew ; 
His gallant efforts by success were crown’d, 
Through wildest regions swift his Guards he drew. 


In need of water, nineteen miles they march’'d, 

While cutting through thick bush each step of way, 
Performing finest work—by thirst were parch’d 

Still going blithely on, till end of day. 


He takes possession of Komati Poort, 
With heavy guns, and vast amount of stores ; 
Surrounding foemen “ fighting '’ do not court, 
Disorder, flight, and pillage mark the Boers. 


Ian Hamilton near Hector Spruit has found 
In rocky bed of River Crocodile, 
Many disabled guns—not any sound 
And half-burnt rolling stock in one huge pile. 














ee———— 





THE new edition of the Goldsmiths’ and Silvermiths’ Company’s 
Catalogue, a highly-artistic and illustrated guide to the selection of 
jewellery and silver for wedding and other presents, isnow ready. A 
Ste may be had gratis and post free upon writing to 112, Regent 

reet, W. 


| For fourteen ‘‘ Long Toms” we now account, 

And good supplies extending full eight miles 

Were seized, with railway-plant of large amount* 
The former saved tillnow, by Boer wiles. 


A tone triumphant through the ‘* war news ”’ rings 
Record unique for our ‘* Historic Tomes.” 
The thought of Peace the deepest joy now brings 


To all our Empire’s widespread hearts and homes. 
J. H. OAKLEY. 





Election;Mems. 
At Dulwich, Blundell Maple, of upholsteric fame, 
Has scared away opponents with his big, bold, bouncing name. 


The Dulwichites are whispering about that postpon’d game 
He ask’d them to, in ’95, and never held the same. 


Hey! Diggle, Diggle! the Camberwell fiddle 
He’s grinding so hard and so soft, 

Kelly laughed at the riddle, and it broke in the middle, 
And he prayed that he might mount aloft. 


‘ B.P. for Banbury-Peckham stands ” 
Announced Scott-Scott, of ardent will. 
Banbury for Peckham! let’s shake hands— 
He’s kept the seat and beat Hemphill. 


a a a 








A Bald Notion. 


[The latest theory concerning celibacy is that it is conducive to 
baldness. } 
THE man who thinks that wedlock can’t be bettered 
At single baldness mocks ; 
But then the batchelor who lives unfettered 
Has no desire for “‘locks’”’! 


Mr. Bryan’s Speeches. 


(“Each of Mr. Bryan’s (the Democratic candidate for the 
presidency of the United States) speeches, however trifling, he 
carefully rehearses in front of a mirror.”—Vide Press.] 


THOUGH errors in his speeches are 
Quite easy of detection, 

It’s very certain he never 
Speaks without much reflection ! 








——— 








Mrs. OaKiEy, whose poems on military and Imperial topics have 
80 often stirred the pulses of numerous readers, collaborated with 
the Poet Laureate in an address of condolence to the widowed Queen 
of Italy, to whom the versatile authoress dedicated a poem. The 
latter met with Her Majesty’s gracious approval, and Mrs, Oakley 
is the privileged possessor of an autograph acknowledgment ex- 
pressive of the former’s appreciation and thanks. 








‘‘ FOREIGNERS are featureless.” I read this amongst the tele- 
rams in the reading-room. What a terrible visitation! Did the 
Ehonte plaguetreat its victims so? Or was it the result of some 
dire explosion? Whilst meditating and speculating upon this 
latest news I ran across Brown. I asked him if he knew the 
meaning. He laughed immoderately, exclaiming, “ What an old 
Juggins you are; that’s a Stock Exchange expression!’’ “Oh, 
is it?” I replied; “then I don’t admire it, as I’ve always found 


foreigners very well off in features.”’ 














*100 locomotives were taken by General Pole-Carew, 
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“On Things in Genera].” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WasHEeRwomay. 


THE furrin wars—the tail-end of ’em 
so to say—must this week give place to 
the great ’ome war, wich is the Genera} 
Election ; an’ konsiderin’ the fights that 
‘ave taken place at Battersea, Northamp. 
ton, an’ othur places, it may well be 
called a ‘‘war.”” We are apt to larf at 
the French for their ’xcitability, but are 
we really much better ourselves? Some 
of the scenes ’ave been most disgracefy] 
an’ many Englishmen seem to forget 
that ‘fair play is a jewell,’’ Iam sorry 
to say. At the time of ritin’, the Con. 
servatives ’ave done pretty well, but I’m 
afraid a good many of ’em are a bit 
sleepy-’eaded, or too cock-sure, like 
the chanticleer wot thort ’e was too’and. 
some to be killed, but, nevertheless, ’e 
was killed, an’ eaten, too. 

The pore old War Office ’as_ been 
gettin’ it ’ot an’ strong from all 
quarters, an’ I shoud think that out of 
sheer shame it woud reform its ways, 
wich won’t be afore it’s wanted; but it’s 
a pity that the Government don’t state 
’xactly wot’s goin’ to be done in the 
matter. The appointment of ‘ Bobs” 
is sertinly an Al bit of bizness; ’es a 
better man even than Kruger woud be 
for the post! ‘* Don’t larf,” as the 
larfin’ hyena sed to its mate wen they 
coudn’t find no grub. 

They ses that the Italian Government 
is goin’ to revive the old _ passport 
sistem, so asto give ’em a better chance 
of grabbin’ them ’Narkists. but 
tourists won’t like it one littel bit. ‘‘ Pass 
the port”’ ’as a cheerful ring about it, 
\\\\ AL bie m PVA |/////2 but a passport is a diff’rent matter. 
‘\\ee are RE yp ic faa By-the-bye, I’m very pleased to ’ear 

oe e ps Wake! ON that those Tommies who are perma- 
nently disabled are to’ave a life-penshun, 
beginnin’ at one-an’-six a day, accordin’ 
to rank. This is just about enough to 
keep a man alive, but let’s ’ope they 
won’t waste any on turtle-soup an’ 
shampane. 

The new Lord Mayor will be Alderman 
Frank Green, who, notwithstandin’ ’is 
name, is not ‘‘a man of colour,” nor 1s 
’e ‘‘green,’’ so faras I knows. 

Anuther dock strike seems to be 
threatened. This time it’s the London 
HECKLING THE UNIONIST. lightermen, an’ the long an’ the short of 
7 ead . it appears to be somethink about a long 
Voter. —* Will yer vote for marriage wiv yer deceased wife’s sister ? night an’ a short night’s work, wich you 
Candidate (promptly ).—*“ Yes! if it’s not compulsory.” can ferret out in the papersif so inklined. 

One thing is very sertin—the lightermen 
will get lighter an’ lighter men if they're 
out of work an’ ain’t got enough to eat. 


PARIS EXHIBITION. THE GRAND PRIX 


HAS BEEN AWARDED TO THE 


Goldsmiths & Silversmiths Company ““ 


eres iy L132, ROSATI) ST., LON DON, W. The Grand Pei! 


i . H tion 
| Awarded Nine | is a distinct 


Gold Medals | THE GRAND PRIX never ood 


and the Cross | sa British fir 
of the Legion | is the coveted Prize of Exhibitors, is absolutely the Highest Award conferred of Jewellers 


by the Jurors, and is only awarded when the Exhibit has such Merit that it is | Goldsmiths; 


7 > : . op ’ . §. 
worthy of greater recognition than Gold Medals. Silversmitht 
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of Honour. 





